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E BAT tn the shad© of th© 
lodg©, smoking hie pipe. 

Hla face via thin, 
keen and very expressive. 
Tha clear brown of hla 
akin waa pleasant to see, 
and hla hair, wavy from 
long confinement In 
bralda, wrj glossy as a 
blackbird'© wing. Around 
hla neck he wore a yellow 
kerchief—yellow waa hla 
"medicine" color—and he 
held a tolled white robe 
about hla lolna. He waa 
about M years of a*e, but 
seemed less than 40. 

He studied me qulxslo- 
ally aa I comnuiplcated 
to him my with to hear the atory of hla life, and laugh¬ 
ingly muttered some Jocose remark to hla pretty young 
wife, who eat near him on a blanket, busy at tome 
noedlowork. But the humorous look pasted out of hJa 
face r« he mused, the- ahadowa lengthened on tha hot, 
dry grass, and on the amooth ©lopes of the buttes the 
atm grew yellow. 

After a long pause, ho lifted his head and began to 
speak In n low and pleasant voloe. He used no gestures, 
nnd his rlnnce was like that of one who soes a small thing 
on a distant hill. 

"I am well brought up," were his first words. "My 
father waa chief msdlclne man* of his tribe* and one who 
knew nil the stories of his people. I was his best-beloved 
ion, and he put me Into the dances of the warriors when 
I waa 3 years old, I csrrlod one of his war-bonnet feath¬ 
ers In my hand, and was painted like the big warriors. 

"When my father wished to give a horse to the Cut¬ 
throat or Burnt-thigh people who visited us and danced 
with us, he put Into my hands the little stick which 
sounted for a horse, and I walked aorosa the circle by his 
ilde and handed the stick to our friend. Than my mother 
Was proud of me, and 1 was glad to sea her smile. 

"My father mndo me the beat bows, ond my mother 
made pretty moccasins for me, covered with bright beads 
in<i the stain*) quills of the porcupine. X had ponies to 
ride, nod a little tepee of my own In which to play X was 
chief. 

"When T was a little older, I loved well to alt near my 
father and the old men nnd hear them tell etorlea of the 
days that were gone. My father's atorles were to me the 
best of all, and the motions of his hands the moat beauti¬ 
ful. I could sit all dny to listen. Best of all I liked the 
Stories of magic deeds. 

"One dny my father saw me holding my ear to the 
talk, and nt night he said to ma: ‘My son, I see you are 
to be n medicine man, You are not to be a warrior. W&ra 
you are older, I will teach you the aecrets of my walk, 
and you shall follow In my path.* 

"Thereafter I watched everythin* tha medicine men 
did. I crept near, nnd listened to their words. 1 followed 
thorn with my eyes when they went aside to pray. Where 
magic was being dono-thero was X. At the dance I saw 
my father flln* live squlrrols from his empty hand. I saw 
him breathe smoko upon the body of a dead bird, and It 
awoke ond ran to a wounded mnn and tore out the rotting 
flesh nnd cured him. 1 saw a mouse come to Ufo in the 
same way. I saw the magic bladder movo when no ono 
touched It: and I saw a mnn burled and covered with n 
big atone too great for four men to lift, and 1 saw him 
come forth ns If the slone wero a blanket. 

"I saw there were many ways to become a medicine 
man. One man went awsyon a high mountain, nnd there 
ho stood and cried all the day and all tho night, saying: 

'O Great Spirit I 

I am n poor man. 

I want to bo wise. 

I want to be big medlclno man. 

Help me, Great Bplrlt! 

I want to be honored among my people. 

Holp mo get blankets, horses. 

Help ino raise my children. 

Help me live long. 

Honored of my people.' 

"So ho chanted many hours, without food or water, 
nnd It was cold also. At Inst ho roll down In a sleep and 
dreamed. When he came home, ho had medicine. A big 
bird had told hlrtT many secrets. 

"Another went Into a sweat-house to purify hloiself. 
He stayed nil night Inside, crying to the Great Spirit. He, 
too, dreamed; but ho did not tell his dreams. 

"A third mnn went Into hla tepee on a hill near the 
camp, ond there, with nothing to eat or drink, he sat cry¬ 
ing like tho other twoj and at last ho slopt; and In tho 
night volcen that wero not of his mouth came In the tepee, 
nnd I, who listened unobserved, was afraid; and his 
women wero afraid also. He soon became a great medi¬ 
cine mnn: And I went to my father, and I said: 

" 'Make me a medicine man like Spotted 2211c.* 

"He looked upon me, nnd said: 

" ‘My son, you arc too young.' 

"Nevertheless, I Insisted, nnd ho promised that, when 
[ became 1C years of age, he would holp me to become like 
Spotted Elk. This pleased me. 

"Aa 1 grew older, I put away In my momory nil the 
BtOrlcs my father know' of our people. I listened always 
when tho old men talked. I watched tho medicine men 
is they smoked to tho/Oreat Spirits of tho world.' I crept 
near, and heard them cry to tho Great Spirit overhead 
and to the Z>ark Ono who lives below the earth. 3 listened 
all the time, and by listening I grew wiso ns an old man. 

"I know' all tho wonderful atorles of the coyote and of 
tho rattlesnake. I knew what tho eagle said to his mate, 
and I know tho power of the great bear who sits erect 
UUo a man. I was a hunter, but I followed the gumo to 
learn Its ways. In those days wo were buffalo-eaters. Wo 


Old not eat fish, nor fowl, nor rabbits, nor the meat of 
bear. Our women pounded wJld cherries and made cakes 
of them, nnd of that we ato sometimes; but always we 
lived upon buffalo meat, and we wero well and strong, 
pot as we aro now. 

"I learned to mako my own bows and also to mako 
mocouslns, though that was women's work, and 1 did not 
sow beads or paint porcupine quills. I wanted to know 
all things—to tan hides, to draw plotures—all things. 

"By and by, tlmo camo when I was to become a medi¬ 
cine man. My father took mo to Spotted Elk, the great¬ 
est of all modlclno men, ho that could mako birds from 
lumps of moat and mlco from acorns. 

"To him my father said: ‘My son wishes to be great 
medicine man. Because you aro old and wise, I bring him 
lo you. Uolp me to give him.wisdom.' 

"Then they took mo to a tope© on a-hill far from the 
camp, and there they sal down with mo and sang tho 
Hd. old songs of our tribe. They took food, and offered It 
lo tho Great Spirits who live In the six direction*, begin¬ 
ning at tho southeast. Then they smoked, always begin¬ 
ning at the southeast. This they taught mo to do, and to 



•In Indian us© the word "medielpo" should be 
understood to mean magic power. A medicine man 
may heal the alck. but a healer Is not necessarllv 
a medlclno man, A medlclno* man la a seer, a yogi. 



and at th© danc© I told the people what I hid soon, and 
they wer© vary glad. *T©ich ub tha dune©,' they erf©4 
to m«. 

* 'Be patient,' X said. 'Wilt till all the other people 
get homo. When th© grass Is green and tho moon la 
round, then w© will danoe, and all tho red people will 
danc© at th© same time; then will the whine man ©urely 
fade away, and tha buffalo oom© up out of tho earth 
Where h© Is hid and roam th© sod once more.' 

"Then they did aa I bid, and when th© moon wan round 
aa a ahleld, w© beat the drum and called th© people to 
dance. * 

•Then th© whlta man becam© muoh ©xdted. Ha called 
for mora soldiers everywhere to atop the dance*, so I 
heard afterward. But the people paid no attention, for 
waa not the whit© man poor and weak by the magla of 
the dance? 

"Then w© built five Urea, one to each world direction 
end ono In the centre. W© put on our best dreaa. We 
painted our faces and bodies In momory of our fore¬ 
fathers, who were mighty warriors and hunt©ra Wo car¬ 
ried bows and arrows and tomnhawka and war clubs In 
memory of th© days before th© white man's weapon*. Our 
best singers knelt around the drum, and the women sat 
near to help them sing. When the drum began to beat, our 
heart* were very glad. Ther© wero Magpies and Cut¬ 
throats among us, but w© ar© all friends. W© danced 
between the Ares, and ns w© danced th© drummers sang 
the mystic song: 

Father, have pity on us. 

W© are crying for thirst— 

All Is gone! 

Wo have nothing to eat. 

Our Father, w© are poor— 

W© are very poor. 

Th© buffalo are gone} 

They aro all gone. 

Tsk# pity on us. 0 Father! 

We are dnnclng as you wish, 

Becauee you commanded us. 

We dnneo hard— 

We dance long. 

Have pltyl 

"The agent cam© to see us dance, but we did not car*. 
Ha wa© a good man. and we felt oorry for him, for h© 
must also vanish with the other white people. He lis¬ 
tened to our crying, and looked long: and his Interpreter 
told him w© prayed to th© Great Spirits to destroy tha 
whit© man and bring back the buffalo. Then he callod ms 
with his hand, and because ho was s. good mnn I went 
to him. H© asked me what tho danc© meant, and I told 
him, and he said: 'It must stop.' *1 Bonnot stop It/ I said; 
'The Great Spirits have said It. It must go on/ 

"He smltod, nnd went away, and we d&nced. He cam© 
again on tho third day. and always ho laughed. H© said: 
•Go on. You aro big fool©. You will ©ee, the buffalo will 
never come back, and the whlto mnn Is too atrong to be 
swept away. Dance till the fourth day; dance hard; but 
I shall watch you/ 1 

"On the fourth night, while w© danced, soldiers came 
riding down tho hllla, ond their chiefs, In shining whit© 
bats, enmo to watoh us. All night wo prayed and danced. 
We prayed In our songs: 

Great 8plrlt, help us. 

You are close by In the dark. 

Hoar us and help us. 

Take away tho whlto man. 

Send back tho buffalo. 

We are poor nnd weak. 

Wo can do nothing alone. 

Help Us to be ns wo onoo were. 

Happy hunters of buffalo. 

"But the agent smiled, nnd tho soldiers of tho whlto 
chiefs sat not far off, their guns in tholr hands; and tho 
moon pnnsod by, and tho cnat grew light, and wo were 
very weary, and my heart waa heavy. I looked to voo 
(he rod como In tho cast. ‘Whon tho sun looks over tho 
hills, then It will be/ I said to my frlonds. 'The whlto 
man will become as ©moke. The wind will sweep him 
away/ 

"As tho sun came near, we nil danced hard, My voice 
was almost gone. My feet were numb; my lega wero 
weak; but my heart was big. 

" 'Oh, help us, Great Spirits,' wo cried In despair. 

Father, tho morning alar, 

Father, tho morning star, 

. I-ook on us I 

i/ook on ub, for we hnvo danced till dawn; 

Look on us, for wo have danced until daylight. 

Take pity on un; 

O Father, tho morning star! 

Show us tho road— 

Our eyes aro dark. 

Show us our dead ones. 

We cry, ond hold fast to you, 

O morning star! 

Wo hold out our hands to you and cry. 

Help us. 0 Father! 

Wo hnvo sung till morning 

The resounding song. 

"But tho sun camo up; tho soldiers flred a big gun, 
nnd tho soldlor chiefs laughed. Then tho agent called to 
mo: 

" 'Your Great Bplrlt can do nothing. Your Messiah 

lied.' 

' "Then I covored my head with my blnnket, and ran 
far away, and I fell down on tho top of tho high hill. I 
lay there a long tlmo, thinking of tho wblto man's laugh. 
Tho wind whistled a rad song in tho grass. My heart 
burnod, nnd my breath came hard. 

" 'Maybo ho wns right. Maybe the messenger was 
two-tongued nnd deceived us thnt tho white mat* might 
laugh at us/ 

"All day I lay thoro with my head covered. I did not 
want to see tho light of tho sun. I heard tho drum stop 
and tho singing dlo away. Night camo, nnd then on tho 
hills 1 heard tho walling of my people. Their hearts were 
gone. Their tones wero weary. 

"When I rose, It was morning. I flung off my blanket, 
nnd looked down on the valley wlicro tho tepees of tho 
white soldlora stood. I heard their drums and their muslo. 
T had made up my mind. Tho white man’s trail was wide 
nnd dusty by reason of mnny feet passing thereon, but 
It was long. The trail of my people wns ended. 

"I said: T will follow the white man’s trail. I will 
make him my friend, but I will not bond my neck to hi© 
burdens. 1 will lie cunning as tho coyote. I will ask him 
to help mo understand his ways, anti then I will proparo 
the way for my children. Maybo they will outrun tho 
whlto man In his own shoes. Anyhow, thoro aro but two 
ways. One lends to hunger uml death: tho other leads 
where the poor white man lives. Beyond Is tho happy 
hunting ground, where the whlto man cannot go/ " 
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dance. When tho grass 1© green tho chnngo will como. 
Lot everybody dance four day© In succession, and on tho 
fourth day tho whlto man will disappear, and tho buffalo 
como back; our dead will return with the buffalo. 

" ’Tho earth 1© old. It will bo renewed. Tho new and 
happy world will slid© above the old as tho right hand 
covers tho left. 

" Tou hnvo forgotten th© ways of th© fathers; there¬ 
for© great distress Is upon you. You must throw away 
all that th© white man ha© brought you. Return to tho 
dress of tho fathers. You roust use th© ©acred color©, red 
and white; and the sacred grass, and In th© spring, When 
the willows ©re green, the change will come. 

" 'Do no harm to any one. Do not flght each other. 
I.lve In peace. Do not tfll lies. When your loved onos 
die, do not weep, nor burn tholr topees, nor cut your arms, 
nor kill horses, for you will soo tho dead again/ 

"Ills words mado my heart glad and warm In my 
breast. I thought of tho bright days when I was a boy 
and the white man was far away, when tho buffalo wero 
like sagebrush on tho plains—there were so many. I 
roro up. I wont toward him. I bowed my head, and I 
said: 

" ’Oh. father, teach us the dance!* nnd all the people 
sitting round said: ’Good! teach us the dance!’ 

"Then ho taught us tho song and tho danco which 
whlto people call tho ghost danco, and wo danced all 
together; and while we danced near him, he sat with 
bowed head. No one dared to speak to him. Tho (Ircllght 
shone on him. Suddenly he disappeared. No ono saw him 
go. Then we were sorrowful, for we wished him to re¬ 
main with us. It camo Into my heart to mako & talk; 
so I rose, nnd said: 

" 'Friends, let us now go home. Our fnther hujiglven 
us the mighty mnglc danco. Let us go homo and touch 
all our pcoplo, and dance the four days, so thnt tho whlto 
mnn may go nnd tho buffalo come bock. All our fathers 
will come bnck. Tho old men will be mado young. Tho 
blind will ace again. We will all bo happy once more/ 

"This seemed good to them, and wo all smoked tho 
pipe and shook hands and took our separate trails. Tho 
Blockfcct went north; tho Peoplo-that-cllck-wlth-thclr- 
tongues went west, and tho Magpies, tho Cut-wrlsis and 
the Snakes started together to tho east. Tho Burnt- 
thighs kept on, whllo the Magpies and tho Cut-wrist© 
turned to tho northeast. 

"At last wo reached home, and I called n big dance. 








